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from  the  boulders  and  join 
the  chanting,  dancing  throng,  who 
had  resumed  circling  the  fire  clockwise. 
What  if  it  were  tme,  he  thought.  What  if 


ido,  Crippled  Elk  stepped  out  of 


supreme  act  of 
faith?  Would  the 


Officer  which  he  had  no 
his  victims,  and 


:rs,  probably 

l>eprairiemc  '  ^  ^ 

erase  those  feelines  from  his  soul _ there  *aw>  wore  torn  hluc  shirt  of  a 

was  something  in  eve^  LaSTp-oblb*  S°“‘h  D“,e  Highway  Pa.ro. 
in  every  human  being  including  whites,  nB,~'  “  “ 

that  responded  to  the  ancient  call  of 
faith.  The  white  man  had  turned  his  back  | 
on  mysticism,  but  the  red  man  still  clung 


possessed.  Others  leaped  high  into  tl 
air,  performing  a  complicated  series  c 
maneuvers  before  touching  down.  O 
sionally  a  dancer  would  break  from  tl 
circle  to  take  a  drink  from  one  of  nur 
ous  circulating  bottles. 

Butcher  thought  about  ditching  his  | 

state,  they  probably  wouldn't  notice 
He  found  himself  shaking  his  leg  in 

again  if  Crippled  Elk  might  not  hav< 


the  shirt,  gl< 
in  the  fire  light.  A  pistol  descended 
from  his  wide  canvas  belt  in  a  black 
holster.  The  upper  half  of  Crippled 
Elk's  face  was  painted  entirely  black, 

eyes  appeared  preternaturally  large  and 


"Brethren,"  Crippled  Elk  mmbled  in  a 
voice  like  rolling  thunder.  'The  one 
known  as  Crippled  Elk  has  brought  you 
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with  his  free  hand,  grabbed  Butcher  by 
the  hair  and  threw  him  to  the  ground. 


Butcher,  who  rolled  out  of  the  way,  barely 
escaping  Crippled  Elk's  knife  as  it  thunked 


to  the  ground  with  a  bone-rattling  shock. 
Their  arms  locked,  empty  hand  against 
knife  hand,  one  on  each  side.  They  rolled 
in  the  dirt,  the  blades  dipping  in  and  out, 
nicking  an  ear,  a  cheek,  until  both  men 
were  cut  about  the  face,  blood  and  sweat 
mingling  with  the  smeared  warpaint. 


Crippled  Elk  used  his  superior  bulk  to 
work  his  way  on  top.  He  held  Butcher 
between  his  knees,  forcing  his  knife, 

closer  to  Butcher's  face.  Many  things 
flashed  through  Butcher's  mind  —  his 
grandfather's  gentleness,  his  mother's 
love,  the  cry  of  a  hawk.  Crippled  Elk's 
contorted  face  changed  to  that  of  Ran¬ 
dall  Cotvus'  and  back  again.  He  flashed 
on  a  thousand  things  he'd  learned  and 
forgotten  and  this  popped  into  his  head: 
Do  the  unexpected. 

Without  thinking,  Butcher  suddenly 
relaxed  his  pressure  on  Crippled  Elk's 

side  and  twisting  his  head  out  of  the  way. 
The  blade  scraped  along  his  cheek,  the 
knuckles  mashing  his  nose,  but  the  hand 

onto  Crippled  Elk's  smallest  finger,  biting 
through  muscle  and  gristle  to  the  bone, 
feeling  his  tooth  crack  against  the  metal 
tang  of  the  knife. 

Grinding  and  foaming  bloody  at  the 
mouth,  Butcher  worked  the  finger  until 
with  a  final  jerk,  it  came  loose.  He  spat  it 
out,  letting  go  for  the  shaman's  knife 
hand  and  whipping  his  elbow  back  and 
forth  across  the  shaman's  face,  which  was 
now  a  bloody  mess.  Again  Crippled  Elk 
raised  the  knife,  blood  tunning  down  his 
forearm  and  dripping  off  his  elbow.  With 
a  massive  effort,  Butcher  heaved  him  to 
one  side,  slid  his  knife  out  from  under  the 

into  the  floating  ribs. 

The  shaman  refused  to  die.  With  bull-like 
strength,  he  struggled  to  his  knees,  whip¬ 
ping  his  knife  out  blindly  to  ward  off 
Butcher,  spraying  the  crowd  with  blood. 


fired  a  vicious  front  kick  into  the  side  of 
the  shaman's  head.  Crippled  Bk  went 
down  but  again  struggled  up,  this  time  to 
his  feet,  and  lunged,  hissing  between  his 
teeth.  Butcher  stepped  to  one  side  and 
brought  his  blade  down  in  an  arc  across 
Crippled  Elk's  throat. 

Crippled  Elk  turned  toward  him  slowly, 
dead  on  his  feet  but  not  knowing  it.  His 
heart  pumped  hideous  gouts  of  blood 
from  the  gaping  wound  as  the  shaman 
shuffled  forward  through  sheer  force  of 
will.  Holding  his  knife  by  the  handle, 

into  Crippled  Elk's  heart  from  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  one  foot.  The  blade  sank 
halfway  in  —  Butcher  followed  it  with  a 
palm  heel  thrust  that  drove  it  the  rest  of 
the  way  in.  Crippled  Elk  crumpled  to 
the  ground. 


suspicion.  Wesley  Wilson  stood  near 
the  center  of  the  circle,  staring  intently 
at  Butcher.  But  the  bloody,  paint- 
smeared  figure  who  crouched  before  the 
fallen  body  of  their  leader  bore  little 
resemblance  to  the  biker  in  the  Black 
Hills  bar. 

Butcher  looked  up.  All  eyes  were  on  him. 
They  were  waiting  for  something  —  it 
wasn't  over  yet.  Rolling  Crippled  Elk 
onto  his  belly,  Butcher  crouched  behind 
him,  raising  his  head  by  the  thick  hair  at 
the  front.  With  a  deft  slicing  motion,  he 
slipped  his  blade  under  the  scalp  and  cut 
it  free.  Standing,  he  held  the  bloody 

other  hand. 

of  alf false  prophets/'^ 


Now  the  assembly  had  closed  in.  There 
was  absolute  silence.  As  Butcher  watched 
in  horror,  Wesley  Wilson,  who  stood  near 
the  front  of  the  mob,  silently  mouthed 
the  words  'Tat  Boy."  It  was  time  to  go. 

Butcher  leaped  into  the  air,  turning  360 
degrees  and  yelping  like  a  mad  man.  Bran¬ 
dishing  the  scalp  aloft  in  one  hand  and  his 
hand  in  the  other,  he  ran  pell-mell  toward 
the  eastern  rim,  yipping  all  the  way.  It 
took  the  mob  five  seconds  to  react. 

"After  himt"  Wesley  Wilson  yelled,  and 
the  mob  surged  forward.  But  by  then 
Butcher  had  disappeared  into  the  shad¬ 
ows.  With  quick,  deft  motions,  he  slipped 
on  the  parachute  pack,  tightened  the 
shoulder  straps  and  fastened  the  strap 

he  failed  to  clear  the  rim  of  the  cliff  by 
ten  feet,  he  would  be  dashed  to  death  on 
the  jagged  protrusions. 

The  mob  was  now  a  hundred  feet  away, 
carrying  torches  and  powerful  flashlights 
and  screaming  like  madmen,  whether  in 
approbation  or  anger  Butcher  could  not 

ed  to  the 


The  wind  mshed  around  him  as  he  strug¬ 
gled  for  the  release.  He  had  only  six  hun¬ 
dred  feet  to  deploy  the  chute  and  land  or 
he  was  a  pizza.  Suddenly  his  shoulders 
were  snapped  up  and  the  strap  tightened 
painfully  across  his  chest,  squeezing  out 

an  alarming  rate.  Using  the  two  lines  that 
controlled  the  vents,  he  steered  the 
parabolic  'chute  counter-clockwise,  cir¬ 
cling  back  toward  the  butte,  trying  to  hug 
the  sides  on  the  way  down.  As  he  swung 
too  far  back,  his  feet  grazed  one  of  the 
jagged  granite  protrusions,  sending  excru¬ 
ciating  pain  along  his  injured  calf.  An  owl 
flew  by,  hung  in  the  air  adjacent  to  his 
head  and  momentarily  regarded  him  from 
a  distance  of  ten  feet. 

"Little  brother,"  Butcher  nodded.  And  then 
he  hit  the  ground.  He  rolled  over  a  series 
of  jagged  rocks  before  he  was  able  to  stop 
himself.  For  a  second  he  just  lay  there,  try- 

that  he  hadn't  broken  anything.  'Wankan 
Tanka,  give  me  a  break,"  he  muttered. 

Quickly,  he  gathered  in 
the  black 


his  Fat  Boy,  hiddenby  a  pile  of  tumbl¬ 


ed  to  kill  Shatter  Eye!" 


Ignoring  the  pain  in  his  leg,  he  reached 
Perry  Thigpen's  house  on  the  Belle 
Fourche  Reservation  in  two  hours.  Still  no 
sign  of  Perry.  The  interior  stank  of  stale 


"Why  would  you  want  to  do  that,  John? 
Why  would  you  want  to  kill  the  greatest 
Lakota  leader  in  a  hundred  years?" 


an,  a  screwball,  and  if  you  guys  had 
gone  ahead  with  his  plans,  you  would 
have  provoked  a  law  and  order  backlash 
that  would  have : 


Butcher  woke  to  the  sound  of  Perry's 
truck  stopped,  the  door  slammed,  ai 


sack.  In  one  h 
the  Federal  Courthouse  in  Rapid  City  — 


END 


